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Dear mouse friends, 
Welcome to the world of 



Geronimo Stilton 
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A Mouserific 
Birthday 


My dear rodent friends, before I begin my 
tale, let me introduce myself. My name is 
Stilton, and I am the 

editor of The Rodent's Gazette, the most 
famouse newspaper on Mouse Island. 

What a sfpOriJ I have for you today! It 
all began on a Saturday morning. But not 
just any Saturday — it was my 

I absolutely adore my 
I like to 

celebrate with my friends and 
receive cards and gifts. But most 
of all, I like to give presents! So j 
I put on my Best suit %i( 
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A Mouserific 


Birthday 


and got ready to go out. I was planning a 
FABUMOO/E party, and I wanted to get 
loads of surprises for all my friends. 

The doorbell rang. My heart leaped as 
I scurried to open it. Someone had come to 
wish me a happy birthday! 

It was my cousin Trap, who tore through 
my mousehole like a tornado. “Germeister, 
aren’t you going to wish me a happy birthday? 
You’ve fOTlWUlH all about my birthday, 
haven’t you?” 

“Wh-what?” I stuttered. “Today is your 
I was it was next 

week!” 

Trap began to sob like a mouseling, 
spraying tears everywhere. Within moments, 
I was soaked to the fur. 

“’W You forgot about my 
birthdaaaay! Gerry Berry, how could you? 
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A Mouserific 


Birthday 


I never expected this from yoooouu! No 
one cares about meeee!” He wiped his 
on the sleeve of my jacket and 
blew his nose on my tie. 

I tried to comfort him. “Trap, I am so 
I thought it was next week . . . Let 
me make it up to you. Let’s 
together! You know, today is my 
Bi f THB^Y, too. I was just about to go 
out and do a little shopping. Here’s the list I” 
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A Mouserific 


Birthday 


HJIJIJIJIJIJTTUI 

TO-DO LIST FOR MT"TR/IP'S 

BIRTHW/ 

* Reserve a res-tauran-t 
-fov>»<<y Traf s farty 
TKe -Pandics-t res-taura»»-t 
m New /Wouse Ciiy! No 
fer>nies| 

* Buy far-ty -favors -for 
•tKe gues-b — SoiuetK'mg dlassy/ Pon'i 
gei all dKeaf on me, you misermousef 
^ TKink abou-b -tbe 
detorabions 
Tbinlc -fandyl I 
wanb beaubPul 
sbrcamersf Nobbing 
sboddy, you dbcafskabe/ 

birbbday mouse — 
bbab s me, Traf 
Sbilbonf Ar^d I eicfeeb 
an ex]|>ensive, basbfrPul 
gi-fbf Nobbing dub-rabcf Remember, 
ib s nob bbe bbougbb bbab dounbs, ib s 
bbe frite bag! 



Trap immediately 
stopped crying. He 

RIPPED the list 
out of my paws and 
started marking it 
up with a red pen. 
Then he snatched 
my wallet and all 
my credit cards. 

Til taKe these! 
No cheaping it up 
today, okay, Gerry 
Berry? Remember, 
it’s my birthday. 

PINCHING PENNIES 

is prohibited!” 

“I am not a 
penny-pincher!” I 
protested, offended. 
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A Mouserific 


Birthday 


“Why, I’m downright famouse for my 

©iili^SITV!” 

For a second, I thought I saw a sly smile 
under Trap’s whiskers. “Humph! Let me be 
the judge of that, Cousinkins!” 
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A Deal That Can’t 
Be Missed! 


As soon as we hit the streets, Trap raced 
ahead of me, waving my credit cards in the 
air. I trudged behind him, SHOUTING, 
“Trap, give them back!” 

Trap SCSfnpBrfiJ into the first store. I noticed 
there were tons of sales (fortunately for me!). 















A Deal That 


Can’t Be Missed! 


In the window, colorful 
banners announced a 

10 PERCENT discount 
on shirts, a 20 PERCENT 



discount on jackets, a kj] 

30 PERCENT discount on jeans, '- 

a 40 PERCENT discount on ties, and a 50 
PERCENT discount on boots. 

“See, Tm doing you a favor,” Trap told me. 
“Check out these SSlOSl Think about 
how much you’ll save on my present. This 
is your lucky day, Cousinkins! Now you can 
give me lots of presents instead of just one. 
Just don’t be a okay?” 

I tried to remind him that I am a ^GflGPOUS 
rodent (sometimes even a little too generous). 

But before I could squeak a word, he 
shoved a pair of ridiculous green boots into 
my paws. “Here, why don’t you buy these for 
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A Deal That 


Can’t Be Missed! 


yourself? After all, it’s your 

too! Never say that I’m not generous, Cousin! 

Why, these are FIFTY PERCENT off. Just 
think about how much money you’ll save!” 

I wanted to say that it was easy for him 
to be GENEROUS with MY money! Besides, 
I really didn’t need a pair of tacky green 
boots. But the salesmouse was already 
Gcoin2 in my ears. 

“Oh, Mr. Stilton, these boots are absolutely 
fabumouse! They are just perfect with your 
outfit! You simply can’t let this opportunity 
pass you by! Look, they’re made of very shiny 
leather, with soft padding and 
a nonslip sole. The style 
is so all 

sewn by paw . . . with 
silver spurs and 
gold toes!” 













A Deal That 


Can’t Be Missed! 


It was too bad they weren’t my size. But 
the S4LESM0LSE convinced me that 
a smaller size would be fine. 

“You’ll see how they stretch after a little 
wearing! YOU ab‘So-iute-iy can’t miss an 
opportunity liKe this!” 

The salesmouse made me try them on, even 
though I could tell they’d be too tight. And 
then I couldn’t remove them — they were 
stuck on my QQCaB! I tried everything I 
could think of to O-T-T, 

but nothing worked . . . 

The store manager told me, “This 
happened once before, in 1928. There’s only 
one solution: ® pewSf" 

I’ve had lots of humiliating moments in my 
life. But putting my paws into an ice cream 
shop’s freezer ranks among the worst! 

When she SAW that I couldn’t take off 
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A Deal That 


Can’t Be Missed! 



the boots, the salesmouse 
shrieked, are you 
going to buy them or 
, not?” 


My ears drooped with 
embarrassment. But what 


could I do? I had to say yes! “Um, well . . . 
I guess ril buy them. How much are they?” 

When she told me the price, I thought I 
needed to scrape the cheese out of my ears. 


"U/h-i>uhat? That much?!" 


But Trap squeaked up as if he were an 
official boot expert. “Listen to me! This is 
a real steal! These boots used to cost twice 
that much! Don’t you realize how much 
you’re saving?” 

I had two choices: I could buy the bOOtS, 
or I could cut off my paws. So I bought them, 
even though they were WAY too small! 
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A Deal That 


Can’t Be Missed! 


Meanwhile, Trap was using my credit 
card to buy himself a 
of presents. I didn’t have the strength to 
protest: My paws hurt too much! 

1 tried walking on my toes, but that hurt 
even more. 1 tPlBcl walking on my heels, but 
I lost my balance and fell flat on my snout. 
I tried hopping on my left paw, then on 
my right, and then on both . . . but nothing 
worked! 

Finally, I gave up. I was just destined to 

have sore paws. 


Trap dragged me from one store to 
another. He just bought and bought 
and bought. Then he tried to hide 
how much of my ^ 
money he’d spent \ \ 

by throwing away all 

the receipts! _y 










TRAP’S PURCHASES 


Pillows 


^adb of 



Flowered swiai 

TRUNtCs/ ^ 




aiousePod, aiousePad, 

yuousEPttoNE - 

INCLUDING CASES AND 
® BATTERY CttAR^BRs! 


^ousbFhonb 
shaped 

^ C/KE 4 IVERE- 


"inuc: 

pakb cat fur! 



CAT. scary! 


■r, 



Portable prip^b 
IN the shape of a 
mouse. It sd^uEAKs 
WHEN YOU OPEN it! 


Pure ^old, 

dishwasher-safe .-r-\ r 
suu6).Asses! 


frs.-sr.sr 


Toothbrush 

HOLDERS FOR 
HIM AND her! 



(^OLDEN E^^ 
CUP, studded 

WITH CRYSTALS. 

Comes with a 
SILYER spoon! 


r 


SPEC/AL cheese- 
scented, organic 
to/let paper/ 


r 


10 % 20 % 30 % 40 % 5 

OFF OFF OFF OFF C 






















1 % 20 % , 0 % | 30 ?. 


CAT-srtAPEP 
USB privb! 


LEISURE 
• • BBCAUSB 
IS WORTH it/ 


mMUi 


anthem! 


LUNCH B0)< 
that plays 
the /WOUSE 
ISLANP NATIONAL 


aE^ANT HAT 
^UARANTEEP TO 
^|\/E THE WEARER A 
PISTIN^UISHEP air! 


SCOTTISH KILT ANP 

bagpipes/ 

_^_y 


WATCH WITH 

built-in 

satellite 

peep! 


'/'/SSUE BOX CO\/BR 
^ADB FRO/VJ 

PBRSIAN cat fURl 


Umbrella that 
turns into a 
shower! 


Pajamas for euery dav 
Of the wee</ 


Dress shirt 

WITH PIAMONP 
BUTTONd 


^OLP 
SUIT . 

Trap 































Dinner at Le 
Squeakery 


Clinging to the excuse that it was his birthday, 

Trap kept on BUYING. BUYING, BUYING- 

Everything was on sale! Unfortunately, that 

meant I kept on FAYING, PAYING, FAYING. 

Soon my cash was all gone, but Trap 
had conveniently remembered to bring my 
checkbook. Then I used up all my checks 
and was forced to use my credit 





Dinner at Le 


Squeakery 


card — the only one Trap hadn’t already 
snatched! 

All of a sudden, the SIUII® was setting, 
and I realized 1 was late for my birthday 
dinner! 

I gathered all of Trap’s packages, 

MEDILM-SIZED packages, and BIG 
packages. There were so many of them that 
I had to call not 0n6, not two, but three 



















Dinner at Squeakery 


taxis to pick them up. 

RUSHED to the restaurant where 
I had a reservation for dinner. 

Because it was my special day, I had invited 
my whole family, all my friends, and all my 
colleagues to the most famOUSe, EXPENSIVE, 
and delicious restaurant in New Mouse City: 



Still claiming that it was really his birthday. 
Trap had invited a bunch of friends, too. This 
dinner was going to CCS)S‘C me a tail and a 
paw! But a birthday comes only once a year, 
right? And it’s so wonderful to celebrate 
together! 

When we entered the restaurant, CVePjjOne 









Dinner at Le. 


Squeakery 


was already sitting at 
the table, waiting for 
us. Everyone we invited 
had come, and everyone 
cheered; 

"Happy birthday, 
Geronimo! Happy 
birthday, Trap!” 



Saucy Le pawS 


The restaurant’s famouse 
chef. Saucy Le Paws, came to greet us in the 
fur. He was a chubby mouse with a 
snout and a joke always at the ready. Wiping 
his paws on his apron, he squeaked, “Good 
evening, Mr. Stilton. What can I cook 
for you tonight? Spicy Swiss pie with black 













Dinner at Le 


Squeakery 


truffles, Parmesan pie with Russian caviar, 
or I also have a fresh mozzarella pie ...” 

I licked my WH°5I<^R5- “Saucy, please 
make us all those wonderful pies. My friends 
and I will GOBBLE them up!” 

“Yes, Saucy!” my friends cried. “Bring us 
the first piiiiiiee!” 












Dinner at Le »|^|^ Squeakery 


We stutt^d. ourselves \vith exquisite, 
exclusive, and very expensive food all night 
long. At the end of the evening. Saucy 
brought out an ENORMOUSE C4KE 

covered with whipped cream, melted cheese, 
and tiny CANDLES . Trap and I blew out the 
candles as our friends shouted “H^PPY 
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Dinner at Le 


Squeakery 


When the bill arrived, I tried to use my 
credit card. But it didn’t \vork. 

How very, very strange! 

“Don’t worry, Mr. Stilton. You can pay me 
next time!” Saucy assured me. I appreciated 
his KINDNESS, but I was still very 
enobarrassed. A Stilton always pays his 
debts! 








T1 


Dinner at Le 


Squeakery 


Just then my grandfather William 
Shortpaws (also known as Cheap Mouse 
Willy) took me aside. “Grandson, why 
didn’t your credit card work? And why 
did you need three TAXIS to carry all 
your packages? And why did you invite 
everyone you’ve ever met to the MO/T 
EXPEN/IVE restaurant in New Mouse 
City? And why did you let Trap bring all his 
friends? Today isn’t his birthday — it’s next 
week, you silly mouse! He’s always playing 
jokes on you. You’ve spent a fortune! 
You’ve turned into a huge spender! Your 
success has gone straight to your snout! 
Now ifs up to me to put you in 
your place!" 
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Nutty’s Dream 


Moldy mozzarella, what a cheesebrain I’d 
been! 

My mind was racing than a 

gerbil on a wheel. I had to talk this out with 
Trap. 

But my cousin just laughed at me. 
Ha. ha. ha! What, you didn’t like my 
little joke. Germeister? What are you 
COMPLAINING about? Now you 
don’t have to worry about shopping for my 
birthday! Besides, look at how much money 
I helped you save with all those saies! 

Then he pawed me one of the packages 
(that I had paid for!) and said, “Oh, and by 
the way, Cousinkins, here you go. H<^PPy 
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Nutty’s 


Dream 



He lowered his squeak. “It’s seven pairs 
of pajamas, one for every day of the week. 
Take them — I bought the WRONC size!” 

I took the package and went home feeling 
glum. What a cBsedlcIIairllsieaidl l was! 

I headed straight for bed. Unfortunately, I 
still couldn’t get those boots off my paws. 
But 1 put on the pajamas that said SATURDAY, 
anyway. 


Suddenly, the doorbell rang. 

























































Nutty’s 


Dream 


^- It was NUTTY CHOCORAT, a dear 

friend from my childhood. 

“Geronimo, I’m so sorry I didn’t make it 

I 

to your party. I was working on a brand-new 
that’s very important, 
which is what brings me here 
tonight,” he explained. 

“Don’t worry. Nutty,” I assured 
him. “I’m always here for you 
if you need me.” 

“Oh, thank you, Geronimo. I 
knew I could count on you! Let 
me explain: You know that I 
like Glll!0)G0)llatte ...” 
I smiled. Everyone knew 
how much Nutty loved 
chocolate! “Of course! 
You are the biggest 



26 








Nutty’s 


Dream 



chocolate (L%^^JZ/db\n New Mouse City.” 

“Exactly! In fact, I’ve recently perfected 
a specici/ 'PownxiJcL for new cheesy 
chocolates, and I want to patent the recipe. 
But I need some start-up money, and I don’t 
have it. Would you be my in this 

new business?” 

Nutty pa.weci me a cheesy chocolate to 
try. 


















Nutty’s 


Dream 




“I guess I’ll let my taste buds decide,” I 
said, gobbling it up. I licked my 

W td “5 ^ R5 • Holey cheese, that was the 
BEST chocolate I’d ever tasted! 

“That chocolate is amazing, NUTTVl 
Of course I’ll help you! How much money 
do you need?” 













Nutty’s 


Dream 


NWTTY told me the amount. It was a 
lot — enough to buy a lifetime supply of 
Cheesy Chews! 

For a second, I hesitated. But I trusted 
my friend NUTTY and his experience as 
a chocolatier. 

The amount Nutty needed was exactly 
the amount I always kept in my emergency 
safe — not a dollar more, not a dollar less. I 
opened the SAFE and gave him the entire 
sum. “Use this wisely. Nutty! Patent your — 
that is, our — ReCiPe right away.” 
Nutty went away happy. “You won’t regret 

this, Geronimo! It’ll be a MOUSERIFIC 

success!” 
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The Worst Sunday 
OF My Life! 


The next day was Sunday. I woke up later 
than usual. I fixed myself 
checked the paper for the latest news, 
watered the plants on my balcony, and fed 
my little red fisll, Hannibal. 0 
I switched on my laptop and went to my 
bank’s website. Yawning, I glanced at how 















The Worst Sunday of My Life! 


much money was in my ACCOUHT . . . Q 
Then I rubbed my eyes and blinked in 
disbelief. 

“VPhaaaaaaaaaaalll? 

There are zero dollars in my account?! 

ZERO? ZEROOOOOOO?! 0 

I made it to my favorite pawchair just in 
time to faint. 0 







The Worst Sundayof My Life! 


When I came to, the first thing I saw was 
the KIND snout of my darling nephew 
Benjamin. “Uncle G, are you okay?” 

I slowly got up. “Yes, thanks, Benjamin! 
I just had a nightmare. I dreamed that I had 
NO MONEY in my bank account, but 
that’s impossible ...” 



























The Worst Sundayof My Life! 


Then my E3ZB fell on the computer 
screen, and 1 saw that there was indeed NO 
MOHQy in my bank account! 

This had to be a mistake. 1 was about to 
faint again, but before I could, the door 
swung open, and who should sfOFlIl 
in but Grandfather William! 
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The Worst Sunday 



OF My Life! 


“Geronimo, what happened?” he boomed. 
“Grandfather, what are you doing here?” 

IC^IED. 


“Uncle Geronimo, I was worried about 
you, so I called him,” Benjamin squeaked. 

Grandfather PATTED his little ears. “Very 
good, Benjamin. You knew what to do in the 
case of an emergency! Always call William 
ShortpawS! now, Geronimo, you are paler 
than a slice of mozzarella. What happened? 
Tell me . . . and make sure it’s the truth!” 

l7h-oh! The last mouse I wanted to tell 
about my EMPTY bank account was 
my grandfather. (There’s a reason his 
nickname is Cheap Mouse Willy.) By 
the time he stopped scolding me, it’d 
be time for my blAJlkcLo^! 

This had to be the worst Sunday 
of my life! 
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Zero? That’s 
Impossible! 


Grandfather Shortpaws stared me down like 
a hungry cat. 

“Um, Grandfather, I, er, I checked my bank 
account, and . . . well, it UJOUld S66fn . . . 
that is, it lOOKS like . . . but it must be an 
error!” I sputtered. 

Paws quivering, I pointed at the screen. 
When Grandfather saw that I had no money, 
his fur bristled. He his glasses so 

he could scowl at me freely. “What?! You 
have ZERO DOLLARS in your bank 
account?” he yowled. “You’ve squandered 
your life savings? But how? And why?! I’ve 
been teaching you to save since you were 
just a wee mouseling. Why, I started telling 
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Zero? That’s 


Impossible! 


you about the value of hard-earned money 
when you were in your cradle! I gave you a 
piggy bank shaped like CH66S6 for your fifth 
birthday. I’ve been teaching you to for 
years! Have you learned nothing from your 
grandfather?” 

“Grandfather, I can’t explain it!” I sobbed. 
“I had thousands in my savings account just 
a day ago! I don’t know how my balance can 
be I paused to think for a minute. 



























































































Zero? That’s 


Impossible! 


“Well, yesterday I did a little shopping with 
Trap . . . There were sales, and I spent 
all my cash. I used up all my checks, and 
then my credit card was declined ...” 

“So you admit it! You wasted all your 
money! You silly Cllfi©©S© JfiVXlFiFV' 
Grandfather lisM 

“There must be some mistake,” I 
whispered. “I need to talk to the bank 
immediately, but today is Sunday, and it’s 
closed till tomorrow ...” 

“Quiet! Let me think. If you keep on 
squeaking, I can’t concentrate!” Grandfather 
declared. “HfTim, hfrifniD, hmmfDfT) ...” 

Then he grabbed his phone and called 
someone. 

I couldn’t tell who he was squeaking 
with, although I did hear him grumble, “My 
WQSteful grandson needs to learn a lesson. 
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Zero? That’s 


Impossible! 


one heTl never forget! . . . Yes, a lesson 
on saving . . . must be made to learn the 
value of money . . . you think about it, since 
you are the e/X|xeAJL^ . . . yes, 1 knew I 
could count on you!” 

He hung up the phone and glared at me. 
“I suppose now you want to ask me for 

HELP 






Zero? That’s 


Impossible! 


“Um, yes,” I admitted. 

“I will help you, Geronimo, but you must 
do as I say, understand?” Grandfather 
thundered. 

I hung my snout in SHAME. But I had no 
choice. I needed his help! 

“Yes, Grandfather. I’ll do whatever you 
■fGlI me.” 

Grandfather grabbed me by the ear. 
“Good! Now you will leave immediately for 
a dv-asK bourse ‘m savih^!” 

“But, Grandfather ...” I began to protest. 

“No he shouted. “You must 

leave immediately! I’ve arranged it all for 
you. If you don’t learn fast, we’ll be forced 
to sell The Rodent's Gazette to pay your 

DEBTS!’ 

“Sell The Rodent's Gazette? Never!” I 
yelled desperately. 
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Zero? That’s 


Impossible! 


“Yes, we can sell it to Sally Ratmousen. 
I’m sure she’d be interested,” Grandfather 
replied, stroking his whiskers thoughtfully. 

I pictured Sally Ratmousen, who runs 
The Daily Rat. She was my tiuftiber one 
coftipe'ti'tor . . . and my nemesis! She’d 
tap her plraK polished pawnails on my 
telephone, put her paws up on my desk, and 

boss around my staff, threatening to 

fire them every five minutes. Never! 
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Zero? That’s 


Impossible! 


“Come along now, Grandson. You’re 
lucky I’m here to ujhip vour finances into 
Shape!” Grandfather scolded me. 

“Okay, but where am I going?” I asked. 
“There’s only one rodent who can help 

you now: Samuel S. Stingysnout!” 

I turned paler than a slice of Swiss cheese. 
Samuel S. Stingysnout is my uncle. He also 
happens to be the rodent on 

Mouse Island! 

Grandfather William passed me his 
cellphone. “Here, call Uncle Samuel and 
squeak to him yourself! ” 
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THE STINCYSNOOT 



STINCYSNOOT FAMILY 

The Stingysnouts come from the Valley of Lack. For many 
years, they lived at Penny Pincher Castle, their ancestral 
family home. Now they have relocated to Moldy Manor In the 
Valley of Thrift. ^ ^ 


UNCLE SAMUELS. 
STINCYSNOOT 

Head of the Stingysnout 
family. He’s always devising 
new ways to save! 


CHINTZINA STILTON 
(NEE STINCYSNOOT) 


ZELDA STINCYSNOOT 


Stevie s cousin. She s so 
stingy, she wears steel 
heels on her shoes so they 
never wear out! 


Samuel s younger sister. She 
is less stingy now that she 
has married a Stilton! 


STEVIE STINCYSNOOT 

Samuel’s son. When he 
combs his whiskers, he saves 
the ones that fall out and 
uses them as dental floss! 









FAMILY 


The relationship between the Stingysnouts and the Stiltons 
goes back many generations, to the time when Samuel’s 
great-grandfather married Geronimo’s great-great- 
grandmother. Like the Stiltons, the Stingysnouts are very 
good-hearted. Unlike the Stiltons, they are very stingy! 


GRANDMA AND CRANDPA 
CHEAPERLY 

Samuel’s parents. They taught 
their children everything they 
know about penny-pinching! 


THRiFTELLA and 
WORTHINGTON 


Twins who save money by 
always wearing the same 


PENNIFORD AND 
SAVEANNA 

Children of Hoarden and 
Ivy. They make their cheddar 
pops last for years by taking 
just one lick a month! 


IVY AND HOARDEN 
ACCOUNTS 

Samuel’s daughter and her 
husband. They save money on 
heat by wearing three pairs of 
long underwear at a time! 






Moldy Manor 


I gave up and said hello to UrtCle StiflSysnQijt. 

“Nephew!” he sighed in a TRAGIC 

tone. “However did you get yourself into this 
mess? You’ve wasted all your money. What 
an embarrassment for the family! How 
could you? Oh, Nephew, this is just terrible. 
But don’t worry. I’ll set you back on the 
n3rrOW road of responsibility! You will learn 
to SdVG, if it takes the whole Stingysnout 
family to teach you! That’s what family is 
for, right? By the time we’re done with you, 
you’ll be saving money like a stingy 
little squirrel! So listen up, and I’ll explain 
how to get to Moldy Manor.” 


I was astonished. “Moldy MOnOf? But 



Moldy 


Manor 


doesn’t the Stingysnout family live at Penny 
Pincher Castle?” 

“No, no, we are all at Moldy Manor now. 
After we fixed up Penny Pincher Castle, we 
had to MOVG. That place was getting too 
Uncle Samuel snorted. “Here, 
let me give you directions. First, you head 
toward the Valley of Tfcrift . Then turn 
down Lack Lane and cross over Mount 
Stingy. Take the turn for Lake Cheapskate. 
Once you pass Pinchpenny River, you’ll 
arrive at Thrifty City. Look for Tightwad 
Turnpike. Turn right at Squirrel Street, 
and you’ll find yourself at Scrooge Alley. 
Moldy Manor is number thirteen. I’ll be 

expecting you!” 

I hung up. I was already dreading the trip, 
but I had to go to Moldy Manor if I wanted 
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Moldy 



Manor 


to SdVC The RodenTs Gazette. I didn’t 
have a choice! 

My sister, Thea, scurried in. “Geronimo, 
what happened? Your bank account is at 
ZERO? Didn’t you keep track of how 
much you spent?” 

“Um, y-yes,” I stammered. “Well, actually, 
no. Trap XHRCW ATATAY all my 
receipts ...” 

“ViERE, I brought you something,” 
said Thea, pawing me a red NOTEBOOK. 
“Use it to write down everything you spend. 



LtARN TO TRACK 
OF All TttE MONEY Ttt4T 
YOU tARH ANP SPEND IN 
A LITTLE NOTBBOOK. (t's 
A 6,00P WABnl 









Moldy 


Manor 


I’ve been doing it for a while. It’s a good 
habit to get into, and it’s very useful for 
keeping your money situation UNDEf^ 

As my sister finished squeaking, Benjamin 
. He pawed me his piggy 
bank. “Don’t worry. Uncle G! Here’s my 
piggy bank. I want you to have all fTlV 

savings!” 

I felt my tail sag with erMlIsiarrassraseratt. 
I wanted to be a role model for Benjamin, 
and now my little nephew was looking out 
for me instead! 

Trap followed Benjamin in. 

“Germeister, what a you’ve 

gotten yourself into! Now who’s going to 
take me on vacation? Who will pay for my 
parties now, huh?” He 
sighed. “But don’t worry, Gerry, we still love 
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Moldy 


Manor 


you. Take this token of my affection and 
generosity.” 

He opened his paw and gave me a 
^ brown jacket button. 

/ “A brown button?” I said uncertainly. “But 
/ all my jackets are ?ReeN!” 

^ Trap snorted. “At this point, you have 
Cousinkins! Are you really 
turning up your snout at my gift? it 

and say thanK youi” 

\ 
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Moldy 


Manor 


My fur turned redder than a cheese rind. 
Trap was right. I had M^! 

I thanked him and scurried upstairs to 
throw a few things in my suitcase. Then I 
left for Moldy MOnOf. 
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Welcome to 
Moldy Manor! 


Grandfather had made all my TPftVtL 
arrangements at a deep discount! So instead 
of a half hour direct flight to Moldy MonOf, 
it took me: 

• TIIPCC hours in a third-class train 
compartment 0 




THREE HOURS (K A THIRD- 
CLASS TRAIN CO/viPARTMENT 


si)< HOURS B/ Bus 





Welcome to 


Moldy Manor! 


• Six hours by bus 0 

• THiRtY NiieSbybikeO — but I 


got a flat, so I had to ride the rest of the 
way in a cart full of manure 0 
I had to travel the last mile by paw, and 
my new boots were pinching my toes 
like crazy! 

It was SWIMS©® by the time I arrived 
at Moldy Manor. Though it was getting dark, 
all the lights were off. 



THIRTV MILES BV mt 


At0 A Rm Oti A CART 

full of manure! 





Welcome to 


Moldy Manor! 


The manor was a large building 
the color of stale cheese. I could tell it 
hadn’t been painted in ages (to S3 VO 
money, naturally!). There were broken 
bricks and boards everywhere. Parts of the 
manor seemed Uncle 

Samuel had posted signs that said things 

like GO AROUND THE BALCONIES, THEY MAY 

COLLAPSE ; GO AROUND THE GUTTERS OR 
they’ll fall on your snout; and go around, 
OR JUST GO away! 

There were other SIGNS , too: WE 
don’t buy anything! and absolutely no 

LOANS, ESPECIALLY NOT TO FRIENDS AND FAMILY! 

I looked around in the DARK for a 
doorbell, but all I found was another sign: 
NO DOORBELL (TO SdVG money FIXING 
it), go ahead and yell; you’ll only waste 
YOUR OWN breath! 
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Welcome to 


Moldy Manor! 


“Is anyone home?” i shouted. 

The curtains in a first-floor window 
twitched. A snout with long whiskers 
PEEKED out at me. It was Uncle 
Samuel! 

“Who is it? Who's bothering me? No 
salesmice, please. We won’t buy anything!” 

“It’s me, Uncle Samuel! It’s your nephew 
Geronimo!” 

“Is that you, Geronimo?” Uncle Samuel 
said, squinting. 

“Yes, it’s me. Why is everything so dark?” 

“5Vcpfeew, you have so much to 
learn.” Uncle Samuel sighed. “It’s to ScIVC 
money, naturally!” 

I scurried to the door, but I noticed writing 
on the doormat: don’t wipe your paws on the 
IX>Ofl]VlAT*. you’ll wear it out! 

I opened the door and spotted another 
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Welcome to 


Moldy Manor! 


message: take off your shoes, or you’ll 
WEAR OUT THE FLOOR! 

I let out a low moan. I really, really wanted 
to take off my boots, but they were stuck 
to my paws like a glue trap! 

















I closed the door 
and stepped inside. It 
was so QQOQ 
I banged my snout 
against a column and 
gave myself a black 

eye! 

VCC-OUCIf.^ 

I shouted. 

I tried to turn on 
the lights, but an 
antique chandelier 
fell right on top of me, 

S C ^ A. ^ I N O 

my ear! 

“Owww!” 

I howled. 

As I hopped up 
and down in pain, a 








Welcome to 


Moldy Manor! 


floorboard popped up and SLAMMED 
down on my tail! 

“Cucb CMicb cucbid” 

Uncle Samuel strode in holding a candle 
stump. “Nephew, don’t yell like that. You’ll 
wear out your vocal cords!” he scolded 
me. “We can’t spare the money to buy you 
MGPiCiNG for a sore throat!” 
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This Room for 
Paying Guests 
Only! 


Uncle Samuel’s son, Stevie, foLLov/ep him 
into the room. Stevie was a tall, thin rodent 
with a d jacket. Behind him were 
Grandma and Grandpa Cheaperly, who were 
shaking their snouts at me sadly. “So you’ve 
turned into a big Sp6nder, eh, Geronimo?” 

The Stingysnouts escorted me to my room. 
A strange SIGN hung on the door: this 
ROOM FOR paying GUESTS ONLY! 
I pushed open the 
squeaky door. In the 
candlelight, I saw an 
ancient, broken-down 
canopy bed. 



I tried to close 
the curtain, which 
smelled of mold, 
but the canopy fell 
on my snout and 
left a BIC BUMP! 

Next I tried to sit 
on a chair, but it 
had been chewed 

by termites and 

collapsed under 
me. When I tried 
to put it back 
together, I got a 
splinter in my paw! 

Then I tried 
to lie down on 
the mattress, but 
there was a spring 















This Room for 



Paying Guests Only! 


Sticking out, and it poked me in the tail! 

OOOOOVJVJVJW 

As I was checking the BUMP on my snout, 
examining my wounded paw, and massagirvg 
my tail. Uncle Samuel approached me with 
his paw outstretched. “Okay, Nephew, time 
to pay up!” 

I was astonished. “Wh-what? I thought I 
was your gllII©Stt!” 

“Didn’t you see the sign on the door? This 
room is for paying gUestS only. You must 
pay for your stay. So paw over the dough! 
This is your first lesson, Nephew: If you want 
to SdVC rnOnGy, never give anything 
away for free!” 

Why, that wasn’t saving money, it was 
stinqine^S! But I wasn’t in a position to 
protest. 

“Uncle, you know very well that I don’t 
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This Room for Paying Guests Only! 

have any money,” I replied. 

Uncle Samuel sighed. “All right, 

because you’re family. I’ll let you Geronimo’s \ 

watch, a gift | 

barter. In return for the room, you can from Thea i 

give me your nice gOlldl watch.” _ 

Dear reader, I really didn’t want to paw 
over that watch. My sister, Thea, had given 
it to me years ago, and I loved it dearly. But 
I had to stay at Moldy NonOf to complete 
my crash course and save The Rodent's 
Gazettel 







This Room for 



Paying Guests Only! 


Uncle Samuel snatched the watch out 
of my paws. Then he turned tail and left. 
“Good night, Nephew! Try not to PR63M 
too much — you need to save your energy!” 

Once he was gone, I realized there were 
in my eyes. I was alone and 
desperate. I missed my cozy house; my super- 
comfy room; my super-full refrigerator; my 
little red fish , Hannibal; my family; and 
most of all, my nephew 

Benjamin. 










Paying Guests Only! 


This Room for 



I decided to call him, but I couldn’t get a 
signal on my cell phone. Weird! 

Instead, I thought I would take a 
shower. I needed it after that ride in the 
manure cart! 

I lathered up my fur and turned on the 
faucet. A jet of water sprayed 

me in the snout. That’s when I noticed 
another sign: insert coins for hot water. 
OTHERWISE, COLD WATER OMLY! 

I didn’t know what to do. Would I rather 
rinse off with cold water or have soapy fur? 

I didn’t want to catch a so I decided 

to keep my fur sudsy. 0 But my boots 
were already filled with fPeeSlfig water, 
and there was an draft blowing from 
a broken window. Q So I caught a 
anyway! @The sheets reo^e4 of mold. I 
put a clothespin on my snout so I wouldn’t 
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WHAT A NIGHT AT 
MOLDY MANOR! 


since I DIDN'T W^NT TO RINSE 
OFF WITH COLD WATBR, I 
STf^VED SOAP/ 


ICY DRAFTS WERE ^USTIN^ 
THROUGH THE BROJ^EN WINDOW. 


I ^OT A TERRIBLE COLD AND 
sneezed all NI^HT LON^I 


I PUT A CLOTHESPIN ON 
MY SNOUT SOI WOULDN’T 
SUFFOCATE FROM THE 
STENCH OF THE SHEETS- 

_ 




















Paying Guests Only! 


This Room for 



suffocate from the stench. 0 
The one thin blanket was infested with 
fl60S. 0 Soon, I had bites all over ... and 
my boots were still soaked with w/at.ef", 
which made it impossible to sleep. 0 
What an unbearable night at Moldy 
Manor! 






















A Stingy Breakfast 


The next morning, I got up early and headed 
down to the KITCHEN. 

Uncle Samuel was there to greet me. 
“Nephew, eat some breakfast so you’ll have 
energy for our Crash Course if) Saving.” 

My fur went DG D TP Q [D than a 

mozzarella ball when I saw what was on the 
kitchen table. There was only: 

1 DROP of milk in a thimble, 

1 SLIVEP of banana on a bottle cap (so 
we wouldn’t have to wash a plate!), 

1 PIECE of broken biscuit on f SQU4PE 
of toilet paper (to save a napkin!). 
“Geronimo, dear, don’t forget you must 
for breakfast. Since you have no 
money, you can give me your vest instead.” 
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A Stingy 


Breakfast 



But, Uncle ...” I protested. 


Uncle Samuel patted me on 


the tail. “If you want to 69t, 


- fork over the vest, Nephew!” 
St, This time, I refused. My 
vest was a gift from Aunt 
Sweetfur, and I wasn’t about 


Geronimo’s vest, 
a gift from Aunt 
Sweetfur 


to give it up for such a M?NU5(UU0 meal. 
Even if I ate it. I’d still be starving! 

Uncle Samuel didn’t back down. “Very 
well, cjcar N«ph€w ., . today we will 
begin your personal crash course in saving. 
Your instructor is the greatest expert on 
saving money in the Valley of Thrift. 
He just happens to be my third cousin, 
twice removed — the very famouse 



Parsimouse. He’s nicknamed the Wallet 
Watchrat because when it’s time to P4Y 
the bill, he automatically hides his wallet.” 
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As Uncle Samuel 
was squeaking, the 
door flun^ open, and 
a rodent with gray fur 
strode in. He had on a 
worn-out gray jacket 
with a fake collar and 
cuffs sewn on (to save 
him from having to 
wear a dress Shirt 1). 

Miserly’s sUfilVDy 
gray pants were a 
MASTERPIECE 
of patchwork. He had 
a fake tie complete 
with a fake tiepin — 
it was stitched right 
on the collar of the 
shirt (also fake!). I 

























A Stingy 



Breakfast 


could tell that he himself 

with cold water instead of soap because he 
gave off the distinct odor of old cheese. 

“I am ttiserly Parsimouse, also called 

the Wallet Watchrat, and proud of it! Fm 
the greatest expert on saving money in the 
Valley of Tkrift. I even wrote a book 
on the subject . . . Look!” 

He placed a massive 
BOOK in my paws. 

“To prepare for the crash 
course in saving, you must 
study my textbook, Saving 
Money from A to Z. Fve patented this 
method! I was inspired by the teachings 
of my ancestor, Augustus ‘Greedy Gus’ 
Parsimouse. Now, there was a mouse who 
knew how to SdVC. Compared to him, I 
am an amateur!” 
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A Stingy 



Breakfast 


Uncle Samuel was moved. “Learn from 
this mouse, Nephew! Take inspiration from 
him! Imitate him!” He dried a tear on my 
tie. “Can I use your tie as a tissue? I don’t use 
tissues because I don’t like to waste them!” 

“Excuse me, Geronimo. My book is 
expensive.” rtiserly coughed. “But your 
uncle told me you don’t have any money. If 
you want, I will accept your gold perx 
as payment ...” 

I took off my glasses so I could cry freely. 

I was so Pond of that pen! But I gave it to 
Miserly. I had no choice! 

Miserly pawed me the book. “And now 
study, study, study! You must learn 
this textbook by heart. 

Once you’ve mastered 
the theory, we will move Geronimo’s gold 

on to IB APPlICATIOHr a-daXtiu™ 
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A Stingy 


Breakfast 


And so I began reading the course 

description and MisePLy papSiMOUse s 

biography . . . 


BEISME11 SflVEI! IN THBEE SMPLE STINGV STEPS! 



1 . 


DAY ONE: EXPLORE MOLDY MANOR 
TOUR THIS UNIQUE SUPER-SAVER HOUSE. DESIGNED 
BY AUTHOR MISERLY PARSIMOUSE 

DAY TWO: VISIT THRIFTY CITY 
LEARN ALL THE BEST TRICKS FOR WATCHING 
YOUR WALLET WHILE YOU SHOP. 


DAY THREE: THE MISERMOUSE FINAL EXAM 
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MISERLY 
PARSIMOUSE 

MISERLY PARSIMOUSE, nicknamed the 
WALLET WATCHRAT for his stinginess, 
is the biggest expert on saving money 
in the VALLEY OF THRIFT. He graduated 
from Cheaprat College at the top of his 
class, majoring in stinginess and saving. 
Parsimouse's manual 5AVIMGMOH^YFROM 
A TO /became an instant 
bestseller. 


Miserly has trained 
nearly all the rodents in the Valley 
of Thrift in his crash course 
"BECOME A SAVER IN THREE SIMPLE 
STINGY STEPS." The Miserly method 
is guaranteed! There isn't a rodent 
who hasn’t become more economical 
(even downright cheap!) after 
following his simple approach to 
saving money. 














nssr ? ' t * ^ 




Day One: 

A Thrifty House 


My CRASH COURSE began at ten a.m. 
sharp. 

Miserly called me into Moldy MonOf^S 
grimy study, where no one ever dusted — 
Uncle Samuel didn’t want to waste the 
feathers in the feather duster! 

“Okay, bl? SP«NpeR, over the next three 
days, Til take your extravagant ideas on 
spending and transform them into ways to 
save! Stick with me, and you’ll become a 
THIWrTY MOU/E. You have the word of 
Miserly Parsimouse, the Number One Saver 

in Thriftg Citgi” 

I was a little glum about getting a 
personalized crash course from Miserly. 
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Day One: A 



Thrifty House 


Was I so HQPBLISS that I needed help 
from Mouse Island’s (GREATEST expert? 
Sighing, I began to take notes. 

“Our first lesson will be how to run a thrifty 
house,” Miserly squeaked. “Tomorrow, 
you’ll visit Thrifti) City SO that you can 
learn to resist the temptation to shop. On 
our third and final day, you’ll take my final 


BQQISl 


I knew these next three days would be 
unbearable. But I had to make Grandfather 
happy. And I absolutely 
had to hold on to The 


wrapper and wrote 


Miserly pulled out a 

cruropie^ old cheese 


Rodent’s Gazettel So 
I just nodded and held 
my tongue. 












Day One: A 


Thrifty House 




Geronimo*s Report Card across the top. 
“I will give you a for each question 

you answer correctly, and a Minus for 
each one you answer incorrectly!” he said 
solemnly. 

Miserly began listing his favorite tricics 
for SdVing rnOnGy. “Let’s start with 
the kitchen. First, put a padlock on your 
pantry. That way, you won’t be able to eat 
too much, and you’ll save a bundle on food. 
Also, the less you clean, the better off 
you are. You’ll save on rags, and you won’t 
SCRATCH the furniture. Plus, you won’t 
exert yourself, so you won’t need to eat 
as much, which will save money on food! 
And you won’t sweat, so you won’t waste 
washing yourself, and you 
won’t need to change your clothes!” 

Miserly grinned at me. “The ideal would be 
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Day One: A 


Thrifty House 




to learn to not breathe, so you don’t waste 
aif 11®, but no one has ever figured 
out a way to do that. My great- 
great-grandfather tried, but he 
DIED during the course of the 
experiment, poor rodent!” 

























Day One: A 


Thrifty House 


% 


We went into the living room, where the 
furniture was Still covered with plastic 
like it had been the day it was delivered. 

Miserly pointed at the chairs and couches 
proudly. “See? Your uncle never unwrapped 
them, so they won’t be what a 

brilliant way to save!” 

In the fireplace, there were iFMlMEC 



















Day One; A 


Thrifty House 




but it was so cold in the room, I realized 
they were painted on. 

“Are the flames painted on to S8V6 
wood?” I asked Miserly. 

Miserly marked a plus on my REPORT 
CARD. “Very good! See, you’re already 
beginning to catch on.” 

We headed for the bathroom. “Remember: 
































Day One: A 


Thrifty House 




Don’t use energy and you won’t SW6 St, 
and then you won’t have to wash yourself,” 
Miserly advised me. 

Then it was time for the bcdrOOlll. 
Miserly kept me there for hours, explaining 
all the secrets to saving. 

We finished the lesson in the hallway, 
where he showed me the Uldllpaper. It was 














Day One; A 



Thrifty House 


made of paper scraps glued to the wall . . . 
to save money, obviously! 

At the end of the day, Miserly said good¬ 
bye. “Sleep well, Geronimo! Tomorrow we’ll 
be busy with your tour of Thrifty City.” 

Despite all the energy I’d saved, I was 
exhausted! 

I was also starving. I ran to 
the KltCUGN, where Uncle 
Samuel was waiting for me. 

“Ah, Nephew, you’re TOO 
L4TE! Dinner has already 
been served, and there’s nothing left over. 
I’m sorry, but you simply must get here 
earlier.” 

“But I was at my lesson!” I protested. 

“Okay, I’ll prepare my specialty 
for you: The very tasty Sttf MgySMCDUlItt 
SQSXSGf aiV ... in exchange for your nice 
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Day One: A 


Thrifty House 




<x 


red BELT!” 

This time, I COULDNT refuse. 

- . I was hungrier than a rodent on 

Geronimo s ^ 

belt, a gift a MouseFast diet. I chomped on 

from Trap* 

a teenj-tiny sandwich: two slices 
of stale bread with a crust of cheese and a 
drop of rancid mayonnaise, topped with a 
sliver of MOLDY cucumber. 

“By the way, did you squeak to Benjamin?” 
Uncle Samuel asked. “He phoned earlier 
and said he wanted to squeak to you, but he 
didn’t say WHY” 

The thought of Benjamin cheered me up. 
“Oh, great! I’ll call him back 


now.” 

Uncle Samuel pOXNTEP 
at the ancient phone hanging 
on the wall. “Oh, sorry, this 
TELEPHONE only receives 



Geronimo’s I 
cell phone 
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calls-you CAl\'T 
call out from here. 
And don’t bother 
trying to use your cell 
phone. There’S no 
servicer 

I let out a deep sigh. 
Well, at least I’d save 
money on my phone 
bill! 

There was nothing 
left to do but go to 
bed. At least I didn’t 
have to take another 

sfi&W&P — 

with all the energy I’d 
saved, there was no 
need to wash up! 










Day Two: 
Thrifty City 


At breakfast the next day, I was ravenous. 
For a fee, UrtCk Sd!nU6l prepared me a slice 
of toast §I!S)®®©aiCfll with a light layer of 
cream cheese. I devoured it. After I finished, 
I even picked up all the crumbs off the table 
and ate them! 





' '■\ 


Day Two: 


Thrifty City 


Uncle Samuel approved. 

“Well done, Nephew. See, 
you’ve already learned not 
to waste 

In exchange for the t03St, 
he made me give him my 
jacket. 

That day was reserved for a tour of Thrifty 
City, the capital of the Valley of Thrift. 
Miserly came to get me — on paw, naturally, 
so as not to waste gasoline. I would have 
preferred not to walk, since the gpecD 
boots were pinching my toes more than 
ever, but I didn’t want to waste any energy 
protesting! 

When we arrived in Spendthrift Square, 
the center of Thrifty City, I looked around 
. The signs on all the stores were 

shut off. 



Geronimo’s jacket, \ 
a present from | 
Aunt Sugarfur 
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Day Two: 


Thrifty City 




“What time do the d/sJteA open here?” I 
asked Miserly. 

Miserly shook his snout. “What a waste 
of a breath that question is, Stilton! The 
stores are already open, but the signs are 
obviously turned off to SdVC money!” He 
marked a MINUS on my report card. 

I smacked myself on the snout. What a 
Cheesebrain I U)as( I should have known 
why the signs were all off: to S3VG 
electricity, of course! 


GERONIMO'S 

report care 

Saving +— 
Cheapness - 
ThriftineSS 
Wastefulness +- 
Stinginess . 
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Day Two: 


Thrifty City 


I Spottep a rodent pushing a motorcycle 
with the engine turned off. Thinking it was 
broken, i went over to help him. 

The rodent was offended. “Mister, has 
the cheese slipped off your cracker? There’s 
nothing wrong with my motorcycle. I’m just 
pushing it to SdVC gas, naturally!” 

Miserly marked another MINUS on my 
report card. But this time, he didn’t bother 
saying a thing — to save his breath! 







Day Two: Thrifty City 

a si I lysnOUt I Ujasf I was trying my 
hardest, but I couldn’t be as stingy as Miserly 
and Uncle Samuel. It just wasn’t in me! 

I began to get very thirsty. That toast 
§I|S)®®©aidl with cream cheese was going 
up and down in my stomach like a roller 
coaster at Mouseyworld. I needed to drink 
something, but I knew better than to ask 
Miserly to buy WATi^. I didn’t want any 
more MINUSES on my report card! 

I looked around for a water fountain, but 
there wasn’t ONE That’s when I saw a 
bicycle with IRON wheels pass by. 


Miserly sighed. 


Ppedtettng my 


question, he said, 
“The wheels are 
made of iron to 


avoid wearing out 





Day Two: 


Thrifty City 


the rubber tires, naturally!” 

By now, I was pSircllCd. When I saw a 
fountain, I dashed over to get a drink, 
but . . . surprise! In Thrifty City, even the 
public water TOVslNTA^iNS have a fee. 

“How much does it cost?” I asked Miserly. 

“Too (DUChf Wait till we’re back at Moldy 
Manor, Geronimo,” he replied. 
















Day Two: 


Thrifty City 




I was terri but Miserly 
led me away by the paw, saying, “Enough 
wasting time! Now we’ll begin a new 
lesson on how to resist the temptation of 
shopping. After today, you won’t be a BIG 
SPENDER anymore. You have the 
Miserly guarantee!” 

As we scampered along Main Street, I 
spotted many signs for SdICS. To help 
me resist the temptation. Miserly 

put a MC)USKTI?A\P in my 

wallet. He made 
me wear special mittens 
with a padlock on the 
wrists so I wouldn’t be able 
to sign any checks. 

Then he gave 
me a MousePoi] with 
headphones. I was hoping for 
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Day Two: 


Thrifty City 




some relaxing music, but it turned out to 
be Miserly’s squeak repeating the words, 

“Friends don’t let friends spend!” 

Finally, he made me put on dark 
so I wouldn’t be lured into 
shops. Unfortunately, the glasses were so 
dark I couldn’t see a thing... and scampered 
straight into a lamppost! 

Ouchie! That hurt! 

























Day Three: 
The Misermouse 
Final Exam 


At the end of the day, I was zonked. But 
that E3 D [3 O Q, I never closed my eyes. 
Between the fleas biting my fur and the 
boots pinching my paws, I was in AGONY! 

The next morning, my eyelids were heavier 
than a pound of petrified Parmesan. I could 
hardly move. But I reminded myself it was 
the lOLSf day. I could take the test, and 
then I could CO HOME. 

I dragged my sorry tail into the living 
room of Moldy Manor. Miserly was 
there waiting for me. Solemnly, he pawed 
me the Misermouse FINAL EXAM 
“I recommend you answer these questions 


94 





Day Three: The 


Final Exam 





honestly, Geronimo!” he advised me. 

I sat at the desk and began to read the 
TEST. Holey cheese, if I answered 
honestly. I’d NEVER pass it! I swear on a 
block of Cheddar, I am not now, nor will I 
ever be, a penny-pincher! 

I couldn’t bring myself to liB. I just 
couldn’t fake it! 

When I’d finished, I pawed my?K?^^ back 
to Miserly. “I’m sorry, but I don’t think I 
passed the test.” I sighed. “I can’t pretend to 
be stingy. I like to share what I have with 






















■-'■-a 


I 1 .IT'SIHEBIKTNMYOFMSECONKOUSIN.ONCEREHOVEV.YOU... 

K Buy Ker vevy CY^pensive dhecsy dKodolaies. 

B- Seind a boYt dbodolabes you*ve already opened, bu-t you 
y/rap i-t widely- 

C- Ser\d a»> a-f-fed-tionaie biv-tbday dard- 
P- Pve-tchd you •fov5o-t, just like last yeav-. 


2. WHEN YOU’RE HEADING TO WORK. YOU... 

h- pY-ive you\rsel^. ^as is eic^Msive, but dvivi«^ is 
dom-Eovtable a«d easy. 

B- Take tbe subv/ay- 
C- VValk. That's the healthy way. 

P. /Wake youv -Eviend dome pidk you up — it's : ! 
dheape\r that way- 


3. HOW OFTEN DO YOU BORROW YOUR NEIGHBOR’S BICYCLE? 

K Never 
' B- {)ddasioY\ally 

C- About 0Y»de a week 
p. £o o^teh that my rtei5hbo\r has to bov\row it badk ■(•vom me/ 








































blllddll llldiliHrill III II 


^ m i 4- YOU NEED TO MAKE A PHONE CALL. YOU... 

^ D ^ ^ ^v-ab your dell pbonc and start dialing- 

^ B- l/Vait till youVc bor*»c, tbcn dali -from a landlinc- 
' ^ C- /^lake tbe dall short, usin^ as -few minutes as possible- 
■■ b £ someone on the street and ask to borrov/ bis phone, 


D E saying iVs an em«r^endy| 


•rrmmmm 





5.WHENr0U'1!E0NVIlCATI0N.Y0U... \\ 

h- Don't dare v/hat you spend- : [ 

B- Choose the plade that has the best ‘\uality -for the : r 

best pride- = : 

C- Spend as little money as possible on transportation ; : 

and hotel- ; ^ 

D- 733 alon^ on a -friend's vadation- Isn't that v/hat : \ 

■friends are -for? : • 



o^frrfrrrrrM4r?frPrrrrrrrrrmmiTrrrrrrrrrrnmri‘rrrrrrrrrrftr?^itfrrfrrfrrmmfttrmmrrttm^ 
^ 6. YOU ARE INVITED TO A BLACK-TIE PARTY. YOU... 

K Buy a very ev^pensive designer tui^edo- 
^ B- Rent a nide-lookin^ tui^edo- 
^ C- Borroy/ a tui^edo -from your dousin who's a -foot shor-ter 
3 )^ than you- It's better than nothing, and it's -frecf 
^ D- Have a new tui^edo han^in^ in your dioset, but you ^o in 
sweatpants- don't want to ruin your new tux/ 


-0 

P| 7. YOU WANT TO IMPRESS A RODENT YOU’VE JUST MET. YOU... 

, 1. ^ h- Send her two dozen red roses- 

^ B- Brin^ her a bou‘\uet o-f -flowers you bought at the 
-S Si supermarket- 

u p 5 C- Visit the demctery — there are always (rec -flowers there/ 
I ^ D- Invi-te her out to dinner and make her pay/ 


inn ano dno: on 

(Answer Ktr - A true /hiseraicuse alw/IYs picics t >! 
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Final Exam 


Day Three: The 


my friends, and now that I have less, it just 
means that I will have less to share. 

“Miserly, I want to thank you,” I continued. 
“Your CRASH COURSE really taught me 
how to save money, even if it’s more of a 
course on stinginess than on saving!” 

Miserly’s snout was filled with eno-bion. 
He dried a tear and wiped his snout on my tie 
(to avoid wasting TISSUES, of course). 

“SNIFF.. . that was beautiful, Geronimo! 

I am moved,” he said. 
“Although we are very 
different, and you 
are a shameless 

SQUAHDERER, 

I’ve come to 
respect you.” 

I shook his 
paw. “I respect 









Day Three: The 


Final Exam 
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you, too. Thank you for everything you’ve 
taught me.” 

Miserly squeezed my I|S)cll\^. “How 
wonderful! Now we’re the best of friends! 
But you still need to PAY for the crash 
course. I never give credit, especially not to 
my friends.” 

“Um, I would like to pay you, but I really 
don’t know how I can ...” I said. 

He raised an eyebrow and pointed to 


my boots. “What about 


those?” 

I shrugged. “It’s 
a deal. If you 
can get them 
off, they’re all 
yours!” 

Miserly soon 
realized he’d 






Day Three: The 


Final Exam 


gotten more than he’d bargained for. He 
called in the whole Stingysnout family to 
help. Together, they began to m ... MW) 
mV...M» mi... Suddenly, there was a 
loud pop, and my paws were free at last! 

ThanK goodmousei What a relief! And 
pee-yoo, what stinKy paws! 

It was time to say good-bye. I really wanted 
to know the results of the test, but Miserly 
said he’d promised to tell Grandfather first. 

I scurried home to my snug little 









Day Three: The 


Final Exam 




mousehole. I was W6Qry, wcSl^n, W^pC-d 
out . • . and absolutely starving! 

In the fridge, I had nothing but 
LEFTOVER cheese rinds. They 
seemed a little hard, but I ate them 
anyway. They couldn’t be worse 
than the meals at Moldy MonOf. 

How delicious they tasted! 

How §<5)(Flt my bed felt! 

And how cozy my apartment was! 

But despite all the comforts of home, I 
was still StreSS6d about my score on the test. 










Bad News . . . 
AND Good News! 



The next morning, my doorbell THJig early. It 
was Benjamin and Grandfather Shortpaws! 
I was thrilled to see them. 

“Grandson, how was the CRASH COURSE 
IN SAVING?” Grandfather demanded. 

“It wasn’t a crash course in saving; it was 
an advanced course in stinginess!” i 

p.cV'- 


















Bad News , . . 



AND Good News! 


replied. “It was t^RRiBL® . I only stayed 
because my bank account is at ZERO and 
I didn’t want to lose The Rodent's Gazette. 
So, tell me, how did I do on the test?” 

My whiskers tremi)ieci with anxiety as I 
waited for Grandfather’s answer. 

“Er, well. Grandson, I have bad news and 
good news,” Grandfather said. 

I had a feeling my grandfather was 
nervous. BUT WHY? Grandfather never 
got nervous about anything! 

“Look, Geronimo, let me — what I need 
to tell you is ...” he stammered. Then he 
took a deep breath. “The bad news is you 
didn't pass the test.” 

I tore at my fur. “Oh no! I’ve lost The 
Rodent's Gazettel" I cried. 

Grandfather cut me off before I could 
squeak another word. “But the good news is 
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Bad News . . . 



AND Good News! 


that you have MORE THAN ZERO dollars in 

your bank account!” 

“What?!” I shrieked. “But I saw the 
balance with my own two eyes! My account 
was down to ZERO! 

Grandfather snorted. “Geronimo, your 
account showed a balance of ZERO 
on Sunday morning. But on Monday your 
bank called to say there was an 6RROR. You 
actually still had money in your account!” 

I sighed with relief. “So everything is okay! 
Why didn’t you tell me right away?” 








Bad News . . . 



AND Good News! 


“I called you, but you didn’t answer the 
phone, and at Moldy MonOf, you can’t call 
back,” Benjamin squeaked. 

“Well, Grandson, I hope you’re not going 
to complain,” Grandfather said. “The 
CRASH COURSE was good for you. In 
the future, you should think twice before 
you spend!” 

It was true: The course had been GOOD 
for me. I would never become Stlflgy, but 
the class had helped me understand the 
importance of saving — so that I’d have 
more to share with others! 

Just then the telephone rang. 

“Hello, this is Geronimo Stilton!” I said, 
picking it up. 

It was my dear friend Nutty thocorat. 
“Hi, Geronimo!” he cried enthusiastically. 
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It was a smash 
success! 



While you were away, I opened 
OuR store, Chocorat’s Choc- 
o-Rama. It’s been a smash 
success! Our cheesy 
chocolates have SOLD 
OUT , and we’ve MADE 
A FORTUNE! 


How fabumouse! I passed on the 
news, and my grandfather congratulated me. 

“Grandson, I must admit you were Pijht to 
make that investment,” he said grumpily. “I 
knew the store would do well. In business, 
you must take risks to succeed. You took a 
risk, and it paid off. WELL DONE!” 

To celebrate, I invited the whole family 
and all my friends to Nutty’s new chocolate 
SHOP I even asked Trap along, although 
he was the one who made this mess and then 
left me alone to flail like a fly in fondue! But 











' i\\\\\Iflll ^ 





I can never stay MAD at my cousin for long. 

I also invited all the Stingysnouts, who 
eagerly accepted (only because it was free, 
of course!). 

Nutty had dozens of C!lfiO)CCS)IIaitt©§ 
to sample, and everyone crowded around to 
try them. Kum! 

And so this strange adventure ends as 
happily as it began. I thought Fd tost 
everything, but instead I 
_ learned a lot and made a new 
friend. I discovered the art 
of saving, but also the 
importance of staying true to 
myself. 

See you next time, dear reader! 
Till then, Fll be surrounded by my 
loved ones, chewing on the finest 
chocolates on Mouse Island! 








Be sure to read all my 
fabumouse adventures! 


Cup of Coffeu 


*6 Pflws OH. 
Chtddarfacul 








«19 My Nome Is Stilton, «20 Surf's Up, 
Geronimo Stilton Geronlnol 

















































f 31 Tht Mysltrlous 
Cheese Thi«f 


Christmas Calosirophe 


#35 A Very Merry 
Chrlsimos 



<32 Valley of the 
GM Skeletons 



#33 Geronimo and the 
Gold Medal Mystery 















































































Join me and my friends as 
we journey through time in 
these very special editions! 


THE JOURNEY 
THROUGH Time 


BACK IN TIME: 

THE SECOND JOURNEY 
THROUGH TIME 
















Don't miss these exiiting 
Then Sisters adventures! 



Ghost of the Shipwreck 





Theo StiltOB ond the 
Dragon's Code 


Cherry Blossom Adventure 








Then Stilton ond the 
Dancing Shadows 


Theo Stilton and the 
Chocolote Sabotage 


/ Theo Stilton and the 
^ Prince's Emerald 


Theo Stilton and the 
legend of the Fire Flowers 


Then Stilton ond the 
Spanish Dance Mission 


Then Stilton and the Mystery 
on the Orient Express 


Theo Stilton and the 
Great Tulip Heist 



























The Kingdom 
OF Fantasy 



The Quest for 

PARADISE: 

THE RETURN TO THE 
KINGDOM OF FANTASY 



The Dragon 

PROPHECY: 

THE FOURTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THE Amazing 
VOYAGE:^ 

THE THIRD ADVEFTTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 



The VOLCANO The Search The Enchanted 
OF FIRE: FOR TREASURE: CHARMS: 



THEA STILTON: THE A STILTON: 


THE SEVENTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 




THEA STILTON: 


THE JOURNEY THE SECRET OF 


THE SECRET OF 
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MeeT 

CeRONiiyiO STilTONiX 


He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo 
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is 
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 1. 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
His adventures are out of this world! 


mo Stilton 


#4 Uie Galactic Goal 


#3 ce P anet Adventure 













Meet 
Nl 


He is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s 
ancient ancestor! He runs the stone 
newspaper in the prehistoric village 
of Old Mouse City. From dealing with 
dinosaurs to dodging meteorites, 
his life in the Stone Age is 
full of adventure! 


#1 The Stone of Fire #2 Wotrh Your Toil! #3 Help, I'm in Hot lava! 


#4 The Fast and 
the Frozen 






Stilton 


CmiEMiCC 


^^SUDFINS FOB 1 


#5 The Great Mouse Race #6 Don't Wake the #7 I'm a Scaredy-Mouse! #8 Surfing for Secrets 
Dinosaur! 






























About the Author 

Born in New Mouse City, Mouse 
Island, Geronimo Stilton is 
Rattus Emeritus of Mousomorphic 
Literature and of Neo-Ratonic 
Comparative Philosophy. For the 
past twenty years, he has been 
running The Rodent's Gazette, New Mouse City’s 
most widely read daily newspaper. 

Stilton was awarded the Ratitzer Prize for his 
scoops on The Curse of the Cheese Pyramid and ^ 
The Search for Sunken Treasure. He has also 
received the Andersen 2000 Prize for Personality of 
the Year. One of his bestsellers won the 2002 eBook 
Award for world’s best ratlings’ electronic book. His 
works have been published all over the globe. 

In hi^ spare time, Mr. Stilton collects antique 
cheese rinds and plays golf. But what he most 
enjoys is telling stories to his nephew Benjamin. 











1. Main entrance^ - * 

2. Printing presses (where the books 

and newspaper are printed) 

3. Accounts department 

4. Editorial room (where the editors, 

illustrators, and designers work) 

5. Geronimo Stilton's office 


The Rodent's 


6. Helicooter landina oad 
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Dear mouse friends, 

Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. ^ 

It’ll be anothe^ whisker-licking-good 
adventure, and that’s a promise! 



Geronimo Stilton 













Thea 


Trap 


Geronimo Stilton 



Benjamin 


Who^is G^onimo Stilfon? 

That's me! I run a newspaper, but 
my true passion is writing adven¬ 
ture stories. Here in New Mouse 
City, the capital of Mouse Island, my 
books are all bestsellers! My stories 
are funny, fa-mouse-ly funny. They 
are whisker-licking-good tales, and 
that's a promise! 

WELCOME TO 
MOLDY MAlij^R 

Rancid rat hairs! I'd been spending so 
much money lately, I had none left in 
the bank! Even worse, when my 
grandfather found out, he sent me 
off to Moldy Manor. There, miserly 
Uncle Stingysnout would give me a 
crash course in saving. Yikes! Could I 
learn to be less wasteful without 
turning totally stingy? 
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